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Y EBRDART 27..Angus went out

11 M-J hunting with Jim Duncan and
'} JL George Bryson. They had seen

the seals on the Proclcs at the foot
| of the cliff and thought they could make
| a good haul before the ice broke. It is

awful cold, and the wind seems steady.
[ I did not like them to go, but Angus

\! says the wind will not change for a week
!; yet, and there is no use missing a good

chance because you are a little afraid.
;;jj I told him I thought the wind was going

down then, and Angus hollered back to

;|j me, "Suppose I am carried out, Maggie,
I'll come back, and even, if I don't you

\! arc able to take care of the light'
This is as much as Maggie Campbell.

the lighthouse beeper's wife, wrote on

that 27th of February in the diary
ijj she had kept ever since she was a school
I girl. Her husband was the keeper of

the lonely lighthouse on Great Bird Rock,
,) away out in the .Gulf of St. Lawrence,
;i fifty miles northeast of the Magdalen

Islands. This rock, precipitous and
rugged, is the furthest beacon to the
harbors of Nova Scotia. Thei'e is no

way of landing a boat on it, but once

I every three months a Government steam-'
er calls at the rock and sends supplies

J J.. 4-T. si IlnKt
up ny a mrrwK w mr- jwwry ut 1 « » icy/tt51
house tender.

PRISONED for months 'n the lone
tower of this lighthouse, far out In

th,fe storm-swept Gulf of St. Law'
rence, a woman stared out over the shiftingIce does and watched the whirling
clouds of snoW.

T~* ott oftow oha. ofii/Horl ffrlm ,Vir»wi.

zon for some sign of human presence; day
after day she listened with straining ears

to catch some sound, however faint or

far, which would tell her that in that
frozen Winter world there lived some humanbeing other than herself.
Only the storm's ravings and the wild

cries of sea-birds broke that fearful silence;
the white, dipping, soaring gulls, cliiil
figures against that background of ice and
snow, ahd the seals which unwitting of
her awful agony came to gambol upon the
ragged edges of the ice where they jutted
out into the angry wo.ter far beneath her,
were the only living, breathing things she
ever saw.
The wild workings of her racked, halfruinedmind brought her those shapes

again in view, animate, and making signals
of joy and encouragement to her. So
haunted in her loneliness she wore away,
growing thinner as the time went on, until
only a shadow remained to answer to the
name that had been hers. Her black hair
paled to silver white. When the Spring
winds out of the South crept up across the
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northern sea they found her transformed
into a hazard crone."
Mrs. Campbell was the bride.she Is the

widow now.of the lighthouse keeper on

Great Bird's Rock, one of the many rude
monuments which the old volcanic ages
left, hurled up above the storm-tossed
bosom of that northern sea.

When the late Fall comes and the tardy
fishermen hasten away to the mainland the
gulf turns to loo and herns tlic lonely Island
In with a clutch that only the returning
Summer can loosen. There, last Fall, AngusCampbell had taken his newly wedded
wife to share his loneliness. Her life work
was laid out. It was a monotonous prospect.tokeep the great light burning seasonIn and season out. and wait In solitude
for the lighthouse tender which at the first
opening of navigation came to bring a fresh
supply of provisions.
During the "Winter Jim Duncan and

George Bryson, two of Angus Campbell's
friends, came out to Great Bird Bock to
spend the time with him until Spring.
They were professional seal hunters, and
a great many seals play around on the
ice and rocks at the foot of the big cliff.
Campbell himself was a seal hunter before
be pot lils Government appointment, and
usually joined in their hunts. The men
had landed on the rack early in February.
At that time there was no open water withinlive or six mile? of the lighthouse In
"afly direettofe Tfco- "tWrr
the ice and made their way up to where
Campbell was whiting fbr them.
The rest of the story can only be told

by the lighthouse keeper's widow. They
left her alone on February 27, in spite of
her caution, in pursuit of the seals they
had noticed on the ice the day before.
She saw them start across the ice and
then returned to her household duties, only
stopping to make the commonplace entry
in her diary, leaving it to bo finished in

avnnlnir tvVio-i ilio moil folks returned.

They had not been pone mdfe than fbur
hours, when the wind, which had been
growing colder aiid blowing Steadily from
the ehetwnrd, shifted to the southwest.
The southwest wind is the agency that
dashes the ire fields against the cliff and
breaks ihem up. She thought that her
men. being eo much lower, might not have
noticed tile wind, and she hoisted the
danger signal. They must have seen It,
because she soon caught sight of them
hurrying over the ice toward the rock. 1

They were within gunshot of the light- 1

house, when the ice cracked with a sound 1

like thunder, and a long, blue line appeared,running east and west, parallel 1
fho Horhthnnsu* rook nnrl with North ^

Bird Kock, about five miles to the west- 1

ward. The big crack was followed by a 1

general splitting up of the ice floe. 1
She saw the men standing just the other <

side of the open water. She could do s

absolutely nothing for them, and every 1
moment the ice drifted further out to sea. 1
She saw her husband wave his hands at her
and she waved back. f

They were only in sight a short time,
Darkness conies quickly in that sullen lati-
tude in Winter time, and soon the men
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vere lost sight of. The woman on the
iliff remained staring Into the blackness,
graying and weeping. But even In her
igony see aid not lorget tee duty lncum>enton the lighthouse keeper. She clamoredup Into the lighthouse and lighted the
treat oil lamp, saw that It was lllled. and
ittended to the other duties she had seen
ler husband perform.
There Is none of this In the diary. It Is

the story she told the skipper of the supply
ressel when he came to the rock a few
lays ago with new supplies.
The next entry In that diary is on March

2. Until that time she had not dared to put
down in black and white her fears that
were rapidly becoming certainties. Mrs.
Campbell knew the Gulf. She knew, when
she saw the ice-raft bearing her husband
and his companions away to the southward,
that It was only a question of which death
he should die. There was a bare possibility,of course, of a boat taking the castawaysoff the ice, but there are not many
boats in the region of Great Bird Rock in
mid-Winter. If the raft of ice was particularlystrong it might endure the water and
the warmer winds long enough to let the
men die of hunger and exposure. The probability,and she realized that it was a probability,was, that within a couple of days
the churning of the water would brean
their foothold Into a thousand pieces and
let them down to drown.
March 2.It Is three days since my husbandand the boys went out on the ice.

Every day I have watched the sea with
Angus's telescope, but. I do not think I saw
anything of them. There was a big blot
of ice about three miles to the southwest,
and there were some black spots on it that
I at first thought were the men. I watched
them until nearly dark, when I saw them
mnvfl firtrl tumK'ft S--

- i I,cujc V)l. IUB ice,
and I knew they were seals. Have been
looking out fcr ship and saw tho smoke of
a steamer S. S. E. But they were too far
iway to see the distress signal. Half-past
5.Have lighted the lamp.
March 3.The wind is changing again. I

must go down to the beach to-morrow to
see if anything is washed ashore. Have
been looking out with the glass ail day,
but did not see anything. I fainted this
morning In the tower when I went up to
put out the light. 1 wonder how long I can
live liere alone. Half-past 5.Have lighted
the lamp.
March 4.Went all around the cliff this

morning, but did not find anything except
Jflsl* of it kpfeAr. t dkm't trilhk it sVas

Angus's spear. It looked like an old one.
Saw something black floating In the water
about half a mile off the head. Looked like
a man's hat. Can't hava come from poor
Angus or the born; they had their caps.
Lighted the lamp at C o'clock. What Is
the use of keeping a lighthouse here, when
no ship has come within sight for all this
time? But will keep it burning as long as
1 am strong enough to climb up there! That
Is what Angus told me to do! He signed
uflfh illA ilr* it*

March 5.Nothing has happened. I guess
the" bu^d are dead. Oh, God! I can't stand
it! Have not eaten anything to-day, nor

yesterday! Must build the Are and cook
something, or v. Ill not be able to keep the
light burning.
March 6.Put out the light, cooked dinner

.It almost choked me.watched all day
through the glass. Six p. m. lighted the
light/
In April the entries became somewhat

more extensive, and a dozen times she
ivroie, ureumeu iuul j ueuru .tingus eaiiiug
:o me find got nn and looked outside."
The dally life of this woman was so loneythat there could not be the slightest

.-ariety to it. She comes of pious stock,
jut there is nothing of prayer in tlae little
look. She says that she remained on her
jnees for hours every night, begging 1'rovlJenceto give her back her husband, but
>he did not put It in her diary any more

than she would put down the fact that she
wreathed.
They had a few chickens In a crate and

t house cat, and these were the only com

pany she had except the sea birds which
lashed themselves against the lantern and
the seals that tumbled In the surf at the
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A Leaflet from the Ligh
FAC-SIMILE OF MRS. AXC

cliffs foot.
On the 1st of May is this sinister entry:
I heard him enlllnff Inst nirht. ft was

,'fiot a dream. I had not, gone to bed. I
wonder if I am going crazy. The supply
steamer must get here soon.
On May 4 the full entry in the little

volume was as follows: I have been in bed
all day, except when I turned out the light
this morning and lighted it to-night. I
think I am going to die. My cold Is worse.
If I don't feel better to-morrow I won't be
able to tend the lantern. Why doesn't the
steamer come? It ought to have been here
the first of the month.

S . -* .11.1

arrive.
When the Government steamer put in

there on May 5 the captain looked long
and earnestly at the lighthouse perched
nway above him, and wondered why there
was not the customary greeting. He saw
no sign of life. There was the derrick
rope swinging in the wind, hut no moving
figures at the top of the cliff, as there
were wont to be.
Studying the whole place carefully he

saw at Inst a white, gaunt face at the
window. In a little while a thin, tottering
figure crept to the brow of the ledge. It
was some minutes before the tender's captaincould recognize in that wasted being
the comely woman whom he had known as

Angus Campbell's wife.
Then he hailed her: "Where's the old

man?"
In a faint, palsied voice the answer came:

"Angus is dead, and so are Jim Duncan
and George Bryson."
In a jiffy the captain had swung himself

into the derrick ropes and was making his
way up the rock. When he reached the
woman she burst into tears and fell upon
the ground at his feet. Calmed at last shh
told her terrible story and produced ner
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thouse Prisoner's Diary.
!US CAMTBE I.L'S DIARY.

diary with her bol^ record of those frightfuldays and nights when she fought for
her reason against the roar of the" breakers,
the shrieking of the wind and the screamingof the sea birds.
"How did you stand It?" asked the captainof the supply steamer.
"God knows," she answered, "I knew

I had to keep that light burning, and that
I think kept me alive. That %:as all I had
to do, except watch the sea through my
husband's glass. ' I got up night after
night, and I do not think I ever slept
two hours at a time. There were plenty
of provisions, but I could not eat more
than one meal a day ana sometimes I did
not eat that.
"I had some hope on the morning after

Angus and the boys were carried out on the
ice floe, that they might be In s^ght ana
might be saved some way. But that
morning there was nothing to be seen but
water and Ice.
"Then hope was gone. I knew there was

nettling to do nut wait for the Spring.
And I have dono It. Every day I have
swept tlie horizon with the ai<l of the
glasses. It was merely a formality, after
a while, hut I kept on doing it. I don't
know why. At last life got to be like beingburied alive. I had no interest in living.I had no appetite, no thought of
sleep. In all the time I do not suppose I
have slept two hours in succession, nor at
any time eaten more than one scanty meal
a day. From 170 pounds I have shrunken
away until I weigh less than seventy. I
was going crazy, and should have killed
myself or died of starvation In another
week."
Mrs. Campbell remained on' the rock untilMay 13, but she had two men from the

supply steamer Tor company, men sue
was relieved by a man from the Magdalen
Islands. She is now with her people in
Prince Edward Island.
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ted further out to sea."


